I can honestly say I didn*t see a single house that
hadn't been damaged in some way; that hadn't at least had
its windows shattered. As I walked through these shat-
tered streets I could hear the guns roaring in the distance—
and not in the very great distance either, because the
Russians are now within six or seven miles of Viipuri.
But it was a quiet day as days go on the Isthmus now.
That is to say, one could distinguish individual shots
instead of hearing what sounds like a continuous roll of
monstrous drums. The city itself was not being badly
shelled. Only three times did I hear the crash of an
explosion a few streets away which told how yet another
shell had arrived to add to the work of destruction.
It was difficult to make one's way through the streets at
all. Bomb and shell craters had torn great holes in them,
and every now and then one had to climb over piles of
tangled masonry and woodwork. In this part of the town
the churches had almost without exception been destroyed.
The tower of one big garrison church was still standing,
pock-marked with splinters, but the roof had entirely fallen
in, and all that was left were the smoke-blackened pillars
and the bare walls. As I continued on my way the deep
roar of distant artillery mingled with the clanking and
groaning of bits of loose metal roofing as they turned and
twisted in the wind. Curtains flapped out of glassless
windows, and from time to time came a crash of masonry
as some long-suffering roof caved in.
Down on the water-front I saw what had once been the
German Consulate. It had obviously been left locked up
when Viipuri was evacuated. But a large bomb had
fallen just outside in the street. And bombs are no
respecters of locks and keys. The whole front of the build-
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